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The  Monthly  Message.—No.  32, 


PRIESTS  AND  BAKERS. 


It  is  claimed,  you  know,  that  religion  is  a device  of  priests  to  gull 
the  people  and  get  a living  out  of  them.  We  might,  I suppose,  just 
as  well  claim  that  bread  is  a device  of  bakers,  because  bakers  get 
their  living  by  making  bread,  and  so  might  say  that  they  have  fooled 
the  people  into  the  idea  that  they  like  bread,  and  must  liave  bread — 
bread  every  morning,  bread  every  night — simply  that  bakers  may 
make  a very  good  thing  out  of  it.  But  the  fact  is,  men  ate  bread 
before  there  were  any  bakers,  and  if  all  the  bakers  were  put  to  death, 
there  would  still  be  bread  baked  and  eaten. 

You  know  there  is  a great  deal  of  very  poor  bread,  but  still  people 
will  have  it.  I never  blamed  Pharaoh  for  hanging  liis  baker,  if  he 
did  not  bake  any  better  bread  than  some  of  the  bakers  do  nowadays; 
but  still  men  are  bound  to  tiave  bread,  even  if  it  be  inferior  in  quality, 
and  if  the  quantity  be  scant,  they  still  say,  “Half  a loaf  is  better 
than  no  bread.” 

Now  there  is  also  a large  amount  of  very  poor  religion, 'and  still 
poorer  preaching,  but  still  men  will  have  it.  Why  ? Because  the 
appetite  for  religion  is  just  as  natural  as  the  appetite  for  bread;  and 
if,  to-day,  you  should  demolish  every  church,  and  every  chapel,  kill 
every  minister,  and  burn  every  Bible  and  hymn  book,  to-morrow — 
men  would  be  preaching,  and  praying,  and  singing  again  all  over  the 
laud,  just  as,  if  you  should  tear  down  all  the  bake  shops,  there  would 
still  be  bread  baked  and  eaten. 

When  the  French  infidels  proclaimed  that  there  was  no  God,  what 
was  the  next  thing?  They  made  themselves  a god  of  iheir  own,  and 
carried  about  and  wor.shippe,l  as  the  Goddess  of  Keason  a dissolute 
w'oman,  who  afterwards  lost  her  own  reason,  and  died  in  a mad- 
house. Even  French  infidels  would  have  somefhing  to  worship. 

So  then  the  question  I would  put  to  the  sceptic  is:  “How  do  you 
account  for  this  universal  appetite  for  pireaching,  and  praying,  for 
offering  sacrifice  and  praise,  and  doing  homage  to  please  some  higher 
Power,  if  there  is  no  higher  Power  to  please  ? ” It  is  just  as  natural 
for  a man  to  pray,  and  turn  his  eyes  upwards  to  God  for  help  when 
in  trouble  and  distress,  as  it  is  for  a man  to  eat  and  drink  when  he 
is  hungry. — (From  “A  World  Without  the  Bible.”  By  H,  L. 
llASTiktis,  Boston,  iMass. ) 


The  Monthly  Message.  Per  year,  25  cts.  ; per  pound,  assorted,  50  cts. 
Aug.  1890 — Entered  ?,t  Boston  P.O.  as  second-class  matter. — Read  “Friendly 
Hints  to  Candid  Skeptics,"  5 cts  “ The  Bible  Triumphant,”  25  cts.  “ Four- 
teen Xuts  for  Skeptics  to  Crack,"  5 cts.  “ The  Corruptions  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment,” 15  cts.  H,  L.  Hastings'  49  CornhUl,  Boston,  U.S.A. 


Say,  Brother,  Shall  We  Meet? 

T Hastings,  about  1858.  8s.  <Sc  7s.  Mrs.  H.  H.  Hastings,  1867. 
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Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  riv- er.  Where  Ibe  surges  cease  to  roll? 
Where,  in  all  the  bright  for  - ev  - er-  Sor  - row  ne’er  sliall  press  the  soul  ? 
Shall  we  meet  the  lio-ly  inyr-iads,  Who  are  ransomed  from  the  grave ? 
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Shall  v.  e meet  with  those  de-part  - ed,  'Wlio  liavc  bow'd  be-ncath  death's  wave? 
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Sliall  we  meet  in  glorj-'s  morninc. 

After  time's  dark  gloomy  night? 

Shall  w-e  hail  its  radiant  dawning. 

Scattering  sorrow  with  its  light  ? i 
Shall  we  meet  where  all  time's  shadows! 

To  oblivion  flee  away  ' 

Shall  we  meet  amid  the  lirightness 
Of  an  everlasting  day 

Shall  we  meet  in  that  Iflest  harbonr, 
When  onr  stormy  voyage  is  o'er 
Shall  we  meet  and  cast  the  anchor 
Ily  the  fair  celestial  shore '? 

Shall  we  meet  from  all  onr  labours 
'Mid  the  swelling  of  the  tide  ? 

Shall  we  meet  and  rest  for  ever. 

By  our  blessed  Saviour’s  side '? 

Shall  we  meet  those  buds  of  promise 
Blighted  by  death’s  chilling  hand  ? 
Shell  we  see  their  fadeless  beauty 
Blooming  in  the:goodly  land  ? 

Sim  11  our  hearts  no  more  lie  bleeding 
'Neath  the  strokes  of  sorrow’s  rod? 
Shalllove'sbands  no  more  be  sundered.  ' 
In  the  paradise  of  God  ? 


Shall  w-e  meet  with  Christ  ouy  Saviour. 

When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own  '? 
Shall  we  know  his  blessed  favour. 

And  sit  down  upon  his  throne  ? 

Will  lie  bid  us  share  his  glory. 

Where  no  shame  shall  ever  be '? 

Will  he  bid  us  sing  his  praises. 

On  that  radiant  crystal  sea? 

Shall  we  meet.  O weary  wanderer. 

Say.  oh.  will  you  meet  me  there. 
When  earth's  glory  shall  be  darkness, 
And  its  joy  shall  be  despair? 

When  before  the  throne  of  judgment 
We  shall  all  together  stand. 

Will  you  pray  and  strive  to  meet  me 
^^■ith  the  blest  at  Christ's  liglit  hand  ? 

Shall  we  meet  with  all  the  ransomed. 
When  our  pilgrimage  is  past  ? 

Shall  we  reach  that  blessed  mansion 
We  so  long  have  sought,  at  last  ? 
Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  desert. 

Far  beyond  the  weary  road  ? 

■Shall  we  rest  in  joy  immortal — 

Shall  wo  in  our  flesdi  see  God  ? 
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